Journey to the North – Mr_Bloggy, the Travelnatrix, and Sarah Palin

First Leg: Seattle, Washington to Quesnal, British Columbia 

Mr_Bl0ggy and his Travelnatrix, who will remain unnamed, made it as far as Quesnel, BC on Tuesday, not quite to Prince George but the darkness had descended - in, on, and around the car, and the Quesnel Travelodge was as far as today would permit. 

500 + miles and nearly 12 hours, including a remarkable border crossing, in which the vehicle was searched and many stern faces and curt questions were asked of Mr_Bloggy and his Travelnatrix. As a side note, if you take the Sumas crossing, be prepared for a few miles of Washington dairy farms of exceedingly dense and obscene odors on the way to the crossing. 

In case you’ve forgotten already, and who hasn’t, Mr_B is co-piloting a car journey up the treacherous and pregnant with doom Alcan Highway to Anchorage, Alaska to be a helpful cuss to his Travelnatrix friend and dictator. He is also trying to find out along the way,  from the common  folks, if Sarah Palin has ever visited and if they think she represents the wild and independent spirit of the Folks of the North©.  See the end of this report for today’s answers.

High point: Lunch at the River View Café along the Fraser River. Excellent Canadian home cooking, Mr_B had the grilled roast beef and cheddar sandwich and a thick, chewy corn chowder on the side. The Travelnatrix had a Reuben. No really, his name was Reuben and he was a nice Canadian guy who worked on logging trucks. 

Low point: Discovering they don’t sell beer and wine in Safeways in BC. You’ve got to go to sleazy little Beer and Wine liquor stores, with drive thru windows, the experience of which reminded Mr_Bloggy of his youthful days cruising out to the Idaho Stateline to purchase MD20/20 and Coors at the drive thru shacks. Such, wonder - fu – um – full of something, what was Mr_Bloggy reminiscing about?

Anyhow, the Fraser River valley is stunning with high rocky mountain views, some of the more muscular mountains around, and splashed this time of year with golden blotches of birch, maples, aspens and cottonwoods. Mr_Bloggy’d never been up that way before and his life had been less because of it. 

After a turn east, one experiences a drier, more inland/continental type of geology and weather and as one heads north the dry, scrub pine forests and rocky outcroppings are not an unfamiliar sight to residents of eastern Wa and parts of northern Idaho (see: Athol scrub forests).  

Mr_B and his Travelnatrix are 12 plus hours deep into Canada. This is as far as he’s ever gone and must confess it is both exciting and frightening. The people up here are odd. They make Mr_Bloggy imagine who will be the sort of people to survive the coming Econopocalypse – living in their tar paper shacks and cabins, trailers, and oddly sided trailers.  There is some serious backwoodsmanship at play along British Columbia Highway 97 between Cache Creek and Prince George also known as “The Cariboo Highway.” These rough and ready folks will survive the Econopocalypse and the stormfronts of tribal warring, city flaming, and dog eating, and, just like now, nobody will really even think of them or know anything of them. It’s kind of sad yet beautiful at the same time.

Mr_B would be remiss in his travel logging to not mention how his four teenage boys in the backseat of his minivan with their stinky socks, fart jokes, and teasing their youngest brother about the girl he met at the church – oh wait – erm – sorry … Mr_Bloggy was confusing himself with another HBO chronicler of events!

Tomorrow, it’s on to Fort Nelson, British Columbia and the Alaska Highway, a 12 plus hour journey in a Subaru Outback with an iPod (which Mr_B cannot stop calling a “Walkman” despite the guffawing and eyerolling of his real children and of the Travelnatrix) that only plays the left channel through the auxiliary port of the Subaru’s factory stereo, which is somewhat disconcerting, as approximately 100 million miles of the 12 light  years journey to Anchorage is devoid of FM radio and CD’s instantly disintegrate in the Aurora Borealis magnetized sub-arctic air. 

The Sarah Palin questions asked to the waitress at the River View and the night clerk at the Travelodge:

1. Has Sarah Palin ever been here? “No” (waitress)” No, never seen her.” (clerk)

2. Do you think Sarah Palin represents the wild and independent spirit of the Folks of the North©?  “Sure, why not.” (waitress). “I don’t care for her, so no.” (clerk)

